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Do Your Banking by Mail 


The Douglass National Bank 


of Chicago 


CAPITAL AND SURPLUS $210,000.00 


FREDERICK DOUGLASS 
(Noted Abolitionist) 


Under United States Government Supervision 


Member Federal Reserve System 


The Race’s Largest Bank 


OFFICERS AND DIRECTORS 


ANTHONY OVERTON PRESIDENT 
President of the Overton-Hygienic Mfg. Co. Makers of 
High-Brown Face Powder 


P. W. CHAVERS VICE-PRESIDENT 
Clothing Manufacturer 


MAJOR R. R. JACKSON VICE-PRESIDENT 
Alderman, City of Chicago; Publisher; Major-General of 
Uniform Rank, K. of P. 


S. A. T. WATKINS, CHAIRMAN, BOARD OF DIRECTORS 
Attorney; Supreme Atty., K. of P.; Pres. Appomatox Club 


REV. JOHN W. ROBINSON DIRECTOR 
Pastor St. Mark’s M. E. Church 


DR. E. S. MILLER DIRECTOR 
Physician 


GEORGE RAMBO .............. ian tate e ae DIRECTOR 
Dealer in Stocks and Bonds 


Facts You Should Know! 


That the Douglass National Bank of Chicago is the first 
National Bank owned and controlled by Colored people 
ever authorized by the United States Government. 


. That, being a National bank, located in the Central Reserve 


City of Chicago, you can do your banking with it by mail as 
conveniently from any part of the United States as if you 
were in Chicago. 


That we pay 3% interest on your deposits. 


$—ONE DOLLAR OPENS A SAVINGS ACCOUNT—$ 
Why not send one dollar now and have the satisfaction of 
knowing that you are a depositor in the first national bank 
of the Race. 

Address: 


THE DOUGLASS NATIONAL BANK 


S. E. Corner 32nd and State Streets Chicago, Illinois 
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I. B. W. CABELL, 
Business Manager. 
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MONEY BLEACHES 


OT long ago a Colored man was committed 

N to prison to serve a three year term for 

forgery. Like many other members ot the 

race he had traces of Indian and white blood in 

his veins. White people with whom he came in 

contact spoke of him contemptuously as “that 
mongrel” and “the half-breed.” 

Recently the convict was offered two million 
dollars for the oil lands he owns. Now persons 
refer to him as that “interesting person who is 
serving a term for forgery.” Money is a wonder- 
ful thing. If you have enough of it, the world 
voluntarily places a 
coat of white wash 
over your blackest 
Money opened 
the doors of some of 
the most exclusive 
places to the Jews. 
Enough money would 
blind the eyes of the 
white race to our color. 
Black and brown and 


crimes. 


HALF-CENTURY 
MAGAZINE 


SULY-AUGUST, 1922 No. 1 


CONCERNING SAMPLE COPIES. 


Each month we will send out a few sample copies of 
The Half-Century Magazine. If you receive a copy and 
have not subscribed, same was probably sent you as a 
sample. We are sure you will like our magazine, and 
we would greatly appreciate your subscription, which 
is only 50 cents a year. We ask those receiving sam- 
ples, as well as subscribers, to show the magazine to 
others, so that they, too, may have a chance to sub- 
scribe. We take pleasure in thanking you in advance 
for the favor. Mail all subscriptions to THE HALF- 
CENTURY MAGAZINE, 5202 Wabash Ave., Chicago. 
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WHAT DO YOUR CHILDREN READ? 


OU would doubtless be shocked if you 
VY tcuna that your daughter smoked cigar- 

ettes, or carried a flask of moonshine, or 
used dope, or behaved like the half-clad, heartless 
homewrecker you meet on the pages of the mod- 
ern story magazine. Perhaps you have chaper- 
oned your children carefully, permitted them to 
visit only those friends whose morals were un- 
questionable, guarded them against association 
with any but the best young people, yet find that 
your son acts like a hoodlum and your daughter 
conducts herself very like the women of the un- 
derworld. 

Doubtless you have 
guarded the girl care- 
fully from the enemies 
without the home, and 
no doubt the rest of the 
family have done their 
best to help you, but 
you forgot those silent 
friends scattered about 
your own home and in 


yellow faces would be- 
come interesting, if the 
race had enough 
money. They handle 
enough money to com- 
mand respect and gain 


Money Bleaches 
ee Se ee CD TIONG sn ices cucceciesaccunecees 
The Little Grey House. By Anita Scott Coleman 


The Depths. By Evelyn Eastman 
Medora Lays Down Her Burden. 
The Douglass National Bank. 


By Jane Jones 
By the Investigator 
In July. By Mary Brown 
Vacation Clothes 
Midsummer Nights. By Evelyn Eastman 


‘Mostly, likely it was 


the homes of your 
friends—namely books. 













some lurid, risque nov- 
el or sensational maga- 
zine that gave her the 


many privileges that 
are now denied them, 
but comparatively few 
have learned to keep 
the money after they 
get it. 

Pleasures of all kinds, 
finery, high rents, elab- 
orate furniture, rich 


foods and motor cars 
absorb much of the 


Midsummer Menus 
What They Are Wearing 
If It’s Funny—Laugh 


Pin Money Hints. 


The ‘People’s a 
Have You a Good Memory? 


money that many earning small wages would do 
well to put into real estate, gold bonds or the 


(Continued on page 21) 
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sd 18, 1916, at the Postoffice at 
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The Church and Dancing. By James H. Wilson 


Protect Your Skin in Summer. 
By Helene Martin 
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5202 Wabash Avenue, Chicago, Illinois, U. S. A. 


idea that carrying a 
flask would make her 
more popular. A de- 
plorably large number 
of stories found in the 
popular magazines of 
the day, feature hero- 
ines who smoke inces- 
santly and appear in 
public with dresses re- 
markable for their fabu- 
lous cost, their scantiness and transparency. The 
chief diversion of such heroines is home-wrecking 
(Continued on page 22) 


By Evelyn Northington. . 


Copyright, 1922, by the Half- 
Century Co., Inc. All rights reserved. 
























THE LITTLE GREY HOUSE 


By Anita Scott Coleman 


THE HALF-CENTURY MAGAZINE 





T was built of cement, 
of a lighter hue than 
most cement houses, 
so it was dubbed the 
little grey house. 

Somehow, its build- 
ers pervaded every 
inch of its rough ex- 
terior with an inviting 
air. Even before it 

was finished—and we all know most in- 
completed houses are so mussy and 
dreary with daubs of paint and spatter- 
ed lime and splotches of mud and shav- 
ings and blocks of wood and the work- 
men’s tools lying all about—but this 
was different. 

The unfinished windows suggested 
gauzy curtains and flowering plants. 
The littered interior with its yawning 
doorways revealing other unplastered 
chambers and yet more clutter, gave a 
cheery promise of clean-swept, cozy 
rooms. The little squat chimney that 
lifted its stubby nose into the air from 
the left-hand corner of its roof hinted 
with all its might, of the hearth-fire 
that would soon cast its rosy warmth 
over the inmates of the little grey 
house; while the chimney that poked 
its nose towards the sky at the rear 
of the roof, was a silent witness of 
many smokes it would exhale from the 
cooking of savory meals. 

Timothy passed the little grey house 
every morning on his way to work and 
every evening on his way home—home 
to his untidy bachelor apartment, where 
he, himself, made the bed and cooked 
the meals and washed the dishes when- 
ever they were washed, that was, when 
Timothy found his cupboard shelves 
were bare and his sink over-filled with 
plates and cups. 

He was interested from the first— 
from the moment he saw the men lay- 
ing off the site for the little grey house. 
Every evening he paused to take in 
what had been accomplished during 
the day. He inspected the foundation 
—noted the number of rooms there 
were to be—guessed boyishly just 
which would be the bed-room, living- 
room, and kitchen. He hoped heartily 
there would be an honest-to-goodness 
kitchen and none of your new-fangled, 
fool-notion kitchenettes. 

“Even if they eat in the kitchen ’twill 
be better’n one of those fool kitchen- 
ettes,” he soliloquized. “For now, what 
in heck is a home without a kitchen, 
if "taint just like a ship without a rudder 
I'll be blowed.” He passed on, his 
broad good-natured face wreathed in 
smiles at his own wit. 

The little grey house was nearing 
completion when it happened the first 
time. At the next street crossing he 
met her. He remembered that she was 
just about to take the step up to 
the sidewalk. 


When he smiled at her, she became angry; when he failed to smile, she 


wondered why he didn’t. 


Hilsvale was such an up and dewn 
hill little place—that each walk began 
or ended in a flight of steps—and he 
had politely stood aside to let her 
ascend. 

She acknowledged the little courtesy 
with the tiniest scantiest acknowledge- 
ment that could be. 

Friendly Timothy was made some- 
what crest-fallen by her chilly manner, 
wondered if it was just her scant 
politeness or more of his “infernal, 
confounded knack at getting in bad 
with the ladies.” 

Leastways the encounter put an end 
to that day’s pleasant musing about 
the little grey house. It made the boil- 
ed and steaming “hot-dogs” and the 
loaf of home-made bread still warm 
from the oven, that kind old Mrs. 
Bloomsay had given him for his 
supper, and the butter and the tea and 
the cabbage, he had prepared so pains- 
takingly that morning, guided by a 
vivid memory of his mother’s cold-slaw 
into a semblance of that dish, and the 
baker’s blue-berry pie, which he meant 
to use as the climax of his evening’s 
meal taste, as he said, “Like gol-darned 
saw-dust in his mouth.” 

“The truth is,” he flayed himself 
further in comical petulance “you are 
plump put out because a cross old hen 
gave you the icy stare. Oh boy, she’s 
got your goat.” 

He tried reading his evening’s paper 
and found himself glaring menacingly 
at the front page whereon in great 
black type was announced the sweeping 
victory of a political candidate, who was 
especially distasteful to him; he flung 
the paper from him disgustedly. 

He tried smoking—but his cigar, one 
of the same brand he smoked invari- 





THE DEPTHS | 


By Evelyn Eastman 


I paused before the great abyss 
That men have called Despair, 

And peering through the gloom I saw 
Men burdened down with care, 

And women there whose hopes had 

fled, 

E’en children sad, forlorn 

Who bade a sad farewell to hope 
Soon after they were born. 


Sad eyed, they saw me as I paused 
Upon the awful brink 
Of blackness and sore misery 
In which the unwary sink. 
But sorrowing still I looked and saw 
The Elysian fields beyond — 
Where Love’s sunshine dispels the 
gloom 
And happiness is found. 


ably—was the rankest, vilest weed he 
ever put in his mouth. It was tossed 
vehemently into the fire. 

He stood up then in the middle of 
his mussy kitchen and scowled at the 
littered supper-table and the sink full 
of dirty dishes, then suddenly rolled 
up his sleeves and gave battle to the 
disorder until everything shone tidy and 
neat. “Be blowed,” he said and smiled, 
almost restored to his usual good 
nature, “if it don’t look like a woman 
did it.” But there...he had spoken 
the unlucky word....woman. As he 
uttered it, his thoughts reverted to the 
object of that species who was causing 
all the trouble. 

“Who in the deuce is she anyhow?” 
he exclaimed wrathfully..... As there 
was no one to answer him, he presently 
went to bed, with a conscience as clean 
as any man’s could be, who had lived 
forty years in this sin-filled world— 
re-enforced with a kindly good-nature, 
and a body keyed to the fatigue point 
by a full day of hard work soon brought 
refreshing sleep, accompanied by a 
dream, which he remembered vaguely, 
featured a plump little brown woman 
with a regular apple-dumpling sort of 
a face. For Timothy was certain that 
an apple-dumpling browned to a turn, 
and spiced and sugared to suit an 
epicure’s appetite, was the neatest de- 
scription for the little woman’s soft 
full cheeks and rounded chin. 

Altogether he was pleased with that 
face; until he remembered the eyes. 
“My stars,” he would say, “some iceh 
Oh boy!” Only, he recalled through 
the indistinctness of his dream, those 
eyes had been soft and tender and he 
declared wonderingly, as he kicked off 
the covers and rolled out of bed next 
morning, “They got his goat.” 

With another day’s work “neatly put 
over” and the makings of a nifty meal 
—a juicy steak, a package of potato- 
chips, a dozen freshly baked rolls all 
tucked into the curve of his arm; with 
nothing in the world to worry about; 
the incident of the evening before, al- 
most swept from his mind—Timothy 
paused almost from habit before the 
little grey house. 

. “T’ll be blowed, if you ain’t the pret- 
tiest little box of a house I’ve seen yet.” 

Then beset with the thoughts of his 
yet-to-be-cooked steak, he hurried on 
—and there—almost in the same spot 
approached the woman. Timothy grin- 
ned broadly over the coincident and 
just as he had done the previous even- 
ing stood aside politely as she ascended. 
And again just to a T she acknowl- 
edged the little courtesy with the 
tiniest, scantiest acknowledgment, so 
scant, that only an intent—a very in- 

(Continued on page 17) 
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July-August, 1922 


MEDORA LAYS DOWN HER BURDEN 


merciless sun beat 
down on the few 
pedestrians to be 
seen in Main street 
in Perryville. Darn- 
ing needles’ with 
rainbow wings, float- 
ed past like small 
aeroplanes. Not a 
leaf stirred on the 
linden trees that stood sentinel-like 
along the street. A stray dog grate- 
fully lapped water from a wooden pail 
left in front of the town’s one restau- 
rant by someone who had given his 
thirsty flivver a drink. The hot sand 
of the road burned like so many live 
coals, blistering the feet of a lonely, 
footsore pedestrian who trudged her 
way to the store at the end of the 
street. 

A-rusty Ford parked in front of her 
destination had its rear wheels half 
buried in sand; wooden boxes were 
piled on the board sidewalk in front 
of the store, a miscellaneous collection 
of lawn mowers, shoes, boots, china, 
overalls and groceries could be seen 
in the windows and through the open 
door. A great wooden sign, “James 
Bolton, GENERAL STORE” hung 
above the entrance. 

Inside Medora Bolton was busy ar- 
ranging hairpins and crochet cotton on 
the counter. Medora’s relatives de- 
plored the fact that she had never mar- 
ried. Indeed in Perryville to be twenty 
and single was almost a disgrace. Most 
of the girls married at sixteen and to 
be overlooked in the matrimonial mar- 
ket was rather serious—that is, if you 
lived in Perryville. Medora was 
thirty-three, so for thirteen years she 
had been the butt of many rude jokes 
by the gossips of Perryville. When 
she was young she had “kept company” 
with George Meadows for two years, 
but when she was sixteen and ought to 
have been getting married, George had 
suddenly gone away and never re- 
turned. Plain Dora Bolton had never 
attracted any other man. No one had 
expected George to return—men of his 
type never did—the son of a shiftless, 
ne’er-do-well father and a giddy, friv- 
olous mother, George Meadows at 
eighteen was a personification of all 
that was considered undesirable in 
Perryville. He swore, he would spend 
a whole afternoon reading a book or 
tinkering around with a lot of funny 
looking wires when he might have been 
earning real money helping the neigh- 
bors--with ‘their harvesting. He was 
never known to shout in meeting as 
was the custom with all who laid any 
claim to real Christianity. He laughed 
at the preacher when he told him it 
was wicked to fish on Sunday. True 
enough he was “real smart” in school, 
but when the citizens of a small town 


. 


By Jane Jones 





Medora awaits the bluebird’s return till youth has fled, then fickle Fortune 
fairly grins at her. 
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turn their thumbs down on you, it takes 
more than ability to figure quickly to 
make them change their minds. 

The lone pedestrian entered the 
store. She was stout and dark brown 
in color, and she wore a blue calico 
dress and a clean gingham apron. A 
black calico sunbonnet protected her 
head from the sun’s beaming rays. 

“T want some of that rough lookin’ 
goods,” she pointed to a bolt of cloth on 
the shelf. “I’m goin’ to make a dress 
to wear when I go up to Charleston to 
the fair in August. Now I think tha 
baby blue there would be nice. . . .” 
Dora took down a bolt of light blue 
ratine for her customer’s inspection. 
“The pattern calls for five yards,” said 
the customer, “and I want something 
to make the collars and cuffs. I cana 
get this done before harvest time and 
I won’t have to rush at the las’ minute. 
You don’t never go to the fair any 
more, do you, Dora?” Mrs Griffin went 
on, “I ’member you used to go right 
along.” “No,” replied Dora, “brother 
Jim needs me here in the store more 
than ever now, since he’s bought more 
land and I don’t get no chance to get 
away.” 

When the customer had gone Dora’s 
mind went back to the time when 
George Meadows had taken her- out 
for rides in his rickety buggy or for 
walks along the river’s edge or Sun- 
day strolls through the woods that 
covered the hills just west of the little 
town. How well she remembered their 
last walk together and his promise to 
find work in the big city and send for 
her. She had gone to the post office 
regularly for a lo1g time, but no word 
ever came from him. Finally she 
seemed to give up hope of ever seeing 
him again and devoted all her time and 
energy to her brother’s business. 


Joe Bronson, the postmaster was 
locking up, preparatory to taking his 
regular noonday journey up Main 
street to his dinner. 

“Letter for you, Dora,” 
handing her an envelope. 

Letters were rare in Medora’s life, 
indeed she had every one she had ever 
received in an old handbag in her 
room. All of these were from mem- 
bers of her family except the one she 
had received from her school teacher 
when the latter spent her vacation in 
New York. 

The letter was post-marked “St. 
Louis” and addressed in a bold scrawl 
to “Miss Medora Bolton.” Dora’s heart 
missed a beat or two, her thin fingers 
trembled. Could it be possible that 
George had not forgotten her after all? 
She broke the seal and scanned the 
short missive hastily. George was com- 
ing to Perryville. He would come on 
the 5:05 Saturday afternoon. Saturday 
was Dora’s busiest day. There was al- 
ways a crowd in the store Saturday to 
purchase clothing, shoes or other sup- 
plies for the coming week. Then nearly 
every ‘one who came in wanted to 
“visit” a bit, so Dora seldom left the 
store until nine o’clock or after. 

What would her brother say? He 
had never approved of George Mea- 
dows. “You're just drivin’ some good 
man away by goin’ with that good-for- 
nothin’’ her brother Jim always said. 
But in spite of the “I told you so’s” 
when George failed to return, Medora 
felt sure that he would keep his prom- 
ise. Emma, Jim’s wife, had never 
liked Medora and seldom passed up an 
opportunity for ridicule. Medora 
wished she could see George without 
them knowing. Even if he hadn’t made 
good, even if he had been the black 


(Continued on page 8) 


said Jim 


“When the shadows reached 


the round rock at the base 


of the tree, she turned to- 
ward the house.” 











THE DOUGLASS NATIONAL BANK 


By the Investigator 





HE opening of the Douglass Na- 
tional Bank of Chicago on July 1, 
1922, marked ‘the dawn of a new 
era in the commercial history of the 
race. For this is the first all Colored 
national bank ever organized; the first 
to operate through a charter issued by 
the United States Government. This 
organization has a capital of $200,000 
and a surplus of $10,000, and its connec- 
tion with the Federal Reserve system is 
the best guarantee of stability that can 
be offered. The sane, conservative 
methods used in conducting the busi- 
ness are bound to win and hold the 
respect and confidence of those with 
whom they have dealings. 


The officers of the Douglass National 
Bz nk include some of the most promi- 
uit business and professional men in 
~. icago. Anthony Overton, the presi- 
duit, is the founder and president of the 
Overton Hygienic Manufacturing Com- 
pai y, the largest manufacturing enter- 
prise owned and operated exclusively 
by Colored people. The same wisdom 
and commercial ability that popularized 
and made profitable the sale of High- 
Brown Toilet Preparations and _ the 
same sound judgment and integrity that 
placed the Overton Hygienic Company 
in the first rank among commercial in- 
stitutions, regardless of color, is guiding 
the Douglass National Bank to its 
rightful place among the foremost bank- 
ing institutions of the world. 

P. W. Chavers, well-known manufac- 
turer of women’s garments, and Major 
Robert R. Jackson, Alderman of the 
Second Ward in Chicago, are vice-presi- 
dents; Rev. John W. Robinson, pastor 
of St. Mark M. E. Church; S. A. T. 
Watkins, Supreme Attorney for the 
Knights of Pythias; Dr. E. S. Miller and 
George Rambo are members of the 
Board of Directors. 


The bank is located at Thirty-second 
and State streets at present, in the 
heart of the Colored district of Chicago. 
By January Ist, however, the bank’s 
new home will be on the ground floor 
of a new six-story office building to 
be erected at Thirty-sixth and State 
streets. 

A bank is the heart of community in- 
dustrial life. It is the center from which 
that vital life stream flows, so necessary 
to the prosperity of a group and the de- 
velopment of that group’s industries. 
No community can progress without 
this central power plant. We have not 
sufficient number of Colored businesses 
to employ Colored men, hence the race 
suffers constantly from a lack of em- 
ployment. White men naturally favor 
their own kind, leaving the Colored men 
without work or forcing them to accept 
menial labor. Sufficient number of Col- 





Anthony Overton 


ored enterprises would not only guaran- 
tee Colored men work, but would give 
them better positions. Money placed 
in Colored banks will help the race to 
finance business and create positions for 
Colored people. 

The most encouraging feature of the 
Douglass National Bank is that it is 
national in its scope. A national bank 
is chartered, not by the state, but by 
the United States. Accordingly, not- 
withstanding the fact that the bank is 
in Chicago, people in Sardis, Missis- 


MIDSUMMER NIGHTS 


By Evelyn Eastman 


IGHTINGALES are singing, 
Through the starry night, 
Clover perfume mingling, 
With the breezes light. 


Restless sapphire waters, 

With a rush and roar 

Fling their white tipped waves 
Against the sandy shore. 


Black against the skyline 
Stand the stately trees, 
Moonbeams bright a filt’ring, 
Through the rustling leaves. 


Day is full of sunshine, 
Crowned with flowers bright, 
Full of perfumed mystery 
Is the starry night. 


sippi; Portland, Maine, or Victorville, 
California, can do business with it just- 
as conveniently and profitably as if the 
bank were located just across the street 
from the depositor in his own city. 


Headed, as it is, by men of wide busi- 
ness experience and those who have race 
progress at heart, it is the intention of 
the officers and directors to give finan- 
cial and mercantile information to the 
fullest extent of their experience to 
business men and others in the com- 
munity in need of such information. 

The volume of business done since the 
bank opened its doors is ample proof 
of the amount of confidence Chicago 
has in the Douglass National Bank. 


It has been said of us as a race, that 
we are not keeping abreast of the times 
—that we are, in fact, standing in our 
own light, We are wasting time com- 
plaining of the injustice meted out to 
us, crying because of discrimination, 
begging the other people to “be nice 
to us.” We get nowhere by so doing; 
our prayers and pleas fall on deaf ears 
or beget only scorn and amusement. 
But money speaks the universal lan- 
guage; the power of gold overcomes the 
obstacles caused by swarthy complexion 
and wooly hair. 


We have a large number of doctors, 
lawyers and other professional men who 
must be supported by the people. Un- 
less their patients and clients have em- 
ployment or money in the bank with 
which to pay them for their services, 
this professional class, the non-pro- 
ducers, cannot succeed. Colored people 
must place their money where it will 
help make the race richer and more 
prosperous. Independence and ability 
command respect. Our real emancipa- 
tion and the speediest solution of our 
problems lie in our commercial devel- 
opment. 

The president of the Douglass Na- 
tional Bank has demonstrated the truth 
of this assertion for twenty-five years. 
Realizing that opportunities must be 
given our young men and women after 
they have finished their schooling and 
appreciating that not much encourage- 
ment and consideration could be ex- 
pected from white institutions, he estab- 
lished a business that furnishes em- 
ployment to hundreds of Colored people 
as bookkeepers, stenographers, sales- 
men, accountants, shippers, packers, 
chemists and other skilled and unskilled 
labor. College men and women have 
been given an opportunity to make use 
of their training and find no color bar- 
rier blocking their road to success and 
happiness. 

The Douglass 


National Bank will 


offer even greater opportunities for 
racial advancement. 
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A white voile 
blouse is pleasing in- 
deed when it is em- 
broidered in blue 
cotton and has collar 
and cuffs of blue 
linen. 


VACATION CLOTHES 


Your vacation 
wardrobe is not 
quite complete with- 
out a tan canton 
crepe frock with 
sash and trimmings 
of dark brown 
velvet. 


A grey and white 
checked serge dress 
is both pretty and 
serviceable when 
combined with black 
duvetyn. The hat is 
of black duvetyn 
and satin. 





For cool days this 
navy tricotine dress 
with its vest of fine- 
tucked cream linen 
is just the thing. 
The hat is of stitched 


velvet. 


The close - fitting 
turban of metallic 
blue and silver, with 
itsdownturned 
feather fancy, is one 
of the smart be- 
tween - the - seasons’ 
offerings. 


Nothing is prettier 
for midsummer wear 
than a natural leg- 
horn trimmed in 
white ostrich. 


You will need a 
pair of white ox- 
fords for general 
sports wear, some 
low-heeled patent 
leather sandals for 
afternoons and a 
pair of suede slip- 
pers for the _ in- 
formal party. 








MEDORA LAYS DOWN HER BURDEN 


(Continued from page 5) 





sheep of the town, he had not forgotten 
her, he had treated her kindly in the 
old days; that meant so much to the 
lonely woman. She said nothing to her 
family about the expected visitor but 
she slept little that night for she was 
planning the best course to pursue. 

Saturday brought with it the usual 
crowd from the remoter parts of the 
village and the neighboring farms. 
Medora was busy all day. The stifling 
heat -and constant rush gave her thin 
face a haggard look. Her cheap, white 
cotton waist was mussy and soiled. 
She wished heartily that she might go 
home and change her clothing and 
freshen up a bit, but Emma had sent 
her lunch to the store, so there was no 
excuse for going home. 

Just then the 5:20 pulled in the sta- 
tion, but no one got off. She was glad 
she had not told her family of George’s 
coming. It saved her that much ridi- 
cule. 

“Jess says he saw Joe give you a let- 
ter yestiddy,” said her brother as she 
rearranged her stock three hours later, 
“who was it from?” 

Now that is one of the penalties for 
living in a small town,—you can have 
no secrets. Every one knows all of 
your business. If you telephone every 
subscriber in town listens in, if you 
post a letter, the town knows it, if you 
get a telegram they know its contents. 
Medora, trembling like a child about 
to be punished, dutifully handed her 
brother the letter. 

“So that good-for-nothin’ scamp’s 
comin’ back, is he? H’m,—on the 5:05 
an’ it near nine now. Bet he didn’t 
have fare to get here—he never was 
nothin’.” Medora winced. A_ wild 
hope still clung to her that George 
would bring her something, a box of 
candy or something. And perhaps he 
would wear one of those swell hats she 
had seen pictures of, and a new suit. 

“Well, I ain’t goin’ to have no tramps 
settin’ roun’ my house,” Jim said em- 
phatically. Medora bit her lips and 
went to the back of the store to put 
away some boxes. Jim went out front 
and sat on a box. 

Shouting and laughter and the honk 
of an auto horn caused Dora to drop 
her boxes in her effort to see the cause 
of the excitement. Dora peeped through 
the stack of canned goods in the win- 
dow to get a better glimpse of the 
man. She couldn’t see his _ face 
through the deepening dusk, but she 
could see a gigantic red car parked 
back of the rusty Ford. Hope flared 
again. Was it George? No, it couldn’t 
be, for her brother Jim was shaking 
hands with him and laughing heartily 
at some of his remarks and Jim had 
never liked George. Now they were 
coming toward the store. Medora hur- 


ried back to the counter where Jim had 
left her. 

“Look who’s here, Dora,” Jim said 
as he came in, “George has come to 
pay us a little visit.” 

Dora murmured something and shook 
hands with the visitor. She also noted 
the immaculate linen, the light gray- 
flannel suit, the Panama hat and the 
solitaire on his little finger, and she 
compared his costume with her own 
soiled mussy clothing. She suddenly 
felt old, her skin seemed to shrivel. 

“*Bout time we closed up, Dora, I 
guess,” her brother remarked. 

While she finished her tasks about 
the store, Jim sat on a bag of onions 
and listened to George’s tales of travel. 
He had been a porter on the railroad 
for fifteen years, and had spent all of 
his leisure time in perfecting a little 





IN JULY 


By Mary Brown 


drowsy humming of the bees, 

In rainbow colored flowers, 
Flashing red and blue tipped wings, 

In and out the bowers. . 


Hazy blue of distant hills 

A cloudless sky above 

A whispering wind; a golden sun 
A world of life and love. 


electrical appliance that had firfally in- 
terested an automobile concern and now 
brought him handsome royalties. Me- 
dora listened with heavy heart. He had 
been everywhere, he was well known 
and she was sure that his money made 
him attractive to the pretty maidens of 
the city even if he had been less hand- 
some. Money is such a_ wonderful 
thing. Even Jim had changed his mind 
instantaneously when he saw how pros- 
perous George was and insisted that he 
couldn’t think of letting him stay any- 
where except with him. 


“How long you goin’ to stay, 
George?” Jim asked. 

“That depends—I may live here—I 
may stay only a day or so.” 

“Probably came to show the people 
here he wasn’t as black as they painted 
him,” thought Dora. Couldn’t blame 
him for that, though. When Medora 
finished her tasks the three went home 
in George’s car and retired almost im- 
mediately. Dora spent a night in 
agony, she alternately hoped and de- 
spaired. 

At daybreak she dressed and walked 
down to the river’s edge. Shadows 
danced on the green water as they did 
in the old days, wild rose petals floated 
on the rippling surface like tiny boats, 
tigar lilies nodded at the golden red 
sun and saucy robins pecked: at the 
ripened cherries on the tree above her 
head. Beauty and happiness radiated 
from earth and sky. Only she felt oid 
and out of place. The shadows reached 
the round rock at the base of the oak 
tree and she turned toward the house. 
It was time for her to prepare break- 
fast. George was sitting on the round 
bench beneath the oak tree in the front 
yard. 

“Been looking for you, Dora,” he 
said brightly. And when she had 
seated herself beside him he added, “I 
was a long time coming back, but I 
had nothing to offer you before. Are 
you willing to start, out now after all 
these years?” 

A leaden weight fell from Medora’s 
heart. No longer could the gossips call 
her the hopeless old maid, nor would 
she have to bear Emma’s scorn and 
sarcasm. She would be queen of her 
own household and— George slipped 
the diamond ring from his own finger 
and placed it on hers. 

“T’ll build you a house any place you 
like, Dora,” he continued. 

“Oh George,” exclaimed the woman, 
“wouldn’t it be fine to build it on that 
hill just over the river?” 

And George thought it would. 








BOOKS 


“Two Colored Women With the 
American Expeditionary Forces,” by 
Addie W. Hunton and Kathryn M. 
Johnson, is an interesting account of the 
experiences of the authors in France 
during the late war. This book is 
valuable as a war record. It is profusely 
illustrated and carefully indexed. 

“Diet and Race,” by F. P. Armitage, 
classifies the people of the earth by their 
color and then analyzes their diet. He 
states that salt makes blondes and its 
absence makes brunettes; meat eaters 
are fairer than those who live on 
vegetables, and he offers proofs of these 


statements. The people of West, Cen- 
tral and East Africa are the darkest on 
earth and there are no salt deposits 
there, the author tells us, and the same 
may be said of India—the people in the 
Kashmir salt-producing districts are very 
fair while the natives of some of the 
other sections are black. Published by 
Longmans, Green & Co. 

“Negro Poems, Melodies, Plantation 
Pieces, Camp Meeting Songs, etc.,” by 
William C. Blades, offers a half-tragic, 
half-humorous, sentimental picture of 
plantation life. Published by Richard 
Badger. 
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By James H. Wilson 


THE CHURCH AND DANCING 





HIS article is written in answer to 

“The Church and Dancing” that 

appeared in this journal some 
months ago. I wish to say the article 
to which I refer is a good one, but 
there are many things said that put 
Jesus on the wrong side of the fence 
and makes the Bible endorse our mod- 
ern dance. I am speaking in defence 
of the Bible, the Book of Books, the 
book that is profitable for teaching, for 
reproof, for correction, for instruction 
in righteousness. It is often said that 
anything can be proved by the Bible. 
If detached parts of the Bible are used 
this is true, but if the whole divine 
revelation is in view, then the state- 
ment is false. The Bible is like a rail- 
road ticket; not good if detached. 

Some churches are now introducing 
dancing as a means of holding the 
young people. Jesus said, “And I, if 
I be lifted up will draw all men unto 
me.” Some of our modernists think 
differently however, but wherever Je- 
sus is held up by one who has the spir- 
it of God in him, that church does not 
have the empty pews. The church is 
not a club, but the body of Christ, and 
it does not seem reasonable that the 
church would introduce any amuse- 
ment that leads away from Christ or is 
destructive of piety. 

‘Dancing, as practiced in this country, 
is in the hands of the worldly people 
and is managed in the interest of the 
ungodly, and when the church steps 
down and takes a part in it, it is doing 
nothing more than bowing the knee to 
Baal. What have righteousness and 
iniquity in common, or how can light 
associate with darkness? What har- 
mony can there be between Christ and 
Belial, or what business has a believer 
with an unbeliever? What compact 
can there be between God’s temple and 
idols? 

It is said that those who are fighting 
dancing do not know what they are 
fighting. In answer to this statement I 
wish to state that they do know what 
they are fighting. They are fighting 
that thing that is at the bottom of 
many divorce cases; the thing that 
has caused many a weak girl to choose 
the path that leads downward. They 
are fighting that thing that allows cer- 
tain liberties in public that are denied 
in private; the thing that is connected 
with the cabaret; that thing that is get- 
ting worse instead of getting better; 
that thing that the mothers of At- 
lanta, Georgia, asked the police to stop 
in order to save their daughters. They 
are fighting the thing that caused John 
the Baptist to lose his head. O yes, 
the people know what they are fight- 
ing. If it had remained as it was in 
the days of our mothers and fathers 
there would not be such a fight against 
it. 


It is argued that if parents will let 
their daughters have parlor dances 
they will not seek the public dances. 
In answer to this statement I will state 
that the drunkard is the boy who got 
his first taste at home on Christmas 
or some other occasion. Of course 
many objectionable features of the 
dances are removed by the parlor dance 
under the supervision of mother or 
father, but it is impossible to confine it 
to the home. What a person likes to 
do at home he will, in nine cases out 
of ten, do away from home if the op- 
portunity presents itself. We might 
as well face the issue. 

The Bible is quoted as favoring danc- 
ing and these passages are used: Jere- 
miah 31:13, “Then shall the virgin re- 
joice in the dance”; Ecclesiastes 3:4, 
“|...there is a time to dance”; Second 
Samuel 6:14, “David danced before the 
Lord with all his might”; Psalms 150: 
4, “Praise him with the timbrel and 
dance”; Psalms 30:11, “Thou hast 
turned my mourning into dancing.” I 
will take these up in the order they ap- 
pear above. 

1. The Bible says the virgin rejoices 
in the dance. Note the singular noun 
and the sex. The virgin danced alone. 
Dancing by men and women together 
was not known. 

2. “A time to dance”; when a vic- 
tory had been achieved as in the case 
of David there was rejoicing. A better 
word would have been “shout” as one 
is apt to do when one base ball team 
wins over another. 

3. “David danced before the Lord 
with all his might”; note that David 
danced alone. 

4. “Praise him with the timbrel and 
dance.” This psalm deals with musical 
instruments and dance in the fourth 
verse, as I understand it, is a musical 
instrument. The Bible in no place 
speaks of dancing by the sexes and it 
is wrong and misleading to use these 
Passages in defense of the modern 
dance. 

It is said that the ten commandments 
do not condemn dancing, and neither 
does the Sermon on the Mount. Let 
us see about this. The Bible is a book 
of principles and we ought to know 
how to apply those principles. The 
teaching of the decalogue is negative, 
but that of Christ is positive. Going 
back to the commandments: the first 
four constitute our duty to God and 
the others our duty to our fellow-man. 


If eating meat causes our brother to 
stumble, we should eat no more meat as 
long as the world stands. It is neither 
good to drink wine, eat meat, or do 
anything that will cause our brothers 
to stumble, to be offended or to weak- 
en. It cannot be denied that our lib- 
erty does cause weaker persons to go 
astray, and we cannot say that it is 
none of our business. 

We are our brothers’ keepers, 
therefore it is our duty to avoid plac- 
ing stumbling blocks in our brothers’ 
way. So much for the ten command- 
ments. Jesus said so many things on 
the mount that I hardly know where 
to begin, but I’ll take this passage, “Ye 
are the salt of the earth; if the salt 
have lost its savor, wherewith shall 
it be salted? It is henceforth good for 
nothing, but to be cast out, and to 
be trodden under foot of men.” Many 
Christians lose their influence with 
sinners by doing the things that the 
sinner condemns. Christians are the 
saviors of the world, but they cannot 
be if they indulge in questionable 
amusements with sinners and in our 
dances we open the door to both saint: 
and sinner. If Christ were here today 
I think He would say, “Have no fel- 
lowship with the unfruitful works of 
darkness, but rather reprove them or be 
ye not unequally yoked together with 
unbelievers.” 

I think it is an injustice to our min- 
isters to say that they condemn danc- 
ing because the cost of attending the 
dance takes away from his salary. The 
Bible says the time will come when 
men will be lovers of pleasures more 
than lovers of God. I think that time 
is here. People will pay more for one 
dance than they will for one sermon, 
or they will give more to have a good 
time than they will give to the church. 
It is the preacher’s business to cry out 
against wrong in high places as well as 
low, and if he cannot do this it is 
time for him to step down and let 
another take his place. Watchman, 
what of the night? Our ministers, if 
they are called of God are our watch- 
men and it is their business to warn 
us of any danger they see ahead. 

Every man is free to do as he pleases 
as long as he pleases to do right. If 
a person does not want to join a 
church because that church prohibits 
dancing by its members, let him stay 
out until he gets ready to deny him- 
self, take up his cross and follow Jesus. 





‘Ta Half-Century aims to act as a 
medium of expression for various 
ideas and opinions of Colored people of 
every class. That, we believe, is the 
only way to get acquainted with every 
condition and phase of Colored life in 
America and render necessary assist- 
ance. 

We therefore print articles, from time 
to time, that do not necessarily coincide 


with the opinion of the editors and mem- 
bers of the staff. 

Not only is the Forum open to our 
readers but we invite our readers to 
send in articles on social, religious or 
political conditions pertaining to the 
race, whether they agree with the edi- 
tor’s views or not. We will print those 
articles so long as they are within the 
bounds of law and decency. 








It’s no use to wait 
"Til your ship comes in 
If you haven’t sent one out. 


The Way to Get Anything Is 


If so, this is your opportunity. 
There are no hard times for High- 
Brown Agents. If you wish spare 
time or steady employment write 
for our terms to agents. 

Our agents (young men and 
women) earn big money by a few 
hours a day of pleasant and dig- 
nified employment. 

There is no other occupation that 
yields such big returns with such 
little effort as selling High-Brown 
Toilet Preparations. Also while 
helping yourself you are lending 
your aid towards the maintenance 
of a worthy Race Enterprise. We 
have one of the finest and most 
excellent lines of toilet prepara- 
tions in the world and it is es- 
pecially adapted to the needs of 
our people. We have always been 
leaders in putting out handsome 
packages with pretty Colored girls 
attractively displayed. Our prod- 
ucts are of the finest quality. 
Therefore your success is certain. 
If you don’t know how to sell, we 
will teach you. 


You can’t afford to “pass up” such an 
| opportunity. Write for Terms Today 


OVERTON-HYGIENIC 
| MFG. CO. 
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MIDSUMMER MENUS 


Breakfasts 
Your family will be pleased with 
these morning meals. 
Sliced oranges Red raspberries 
Broiled squab Omelette with ham 


on toast Potatoes 
Rolls Toast 
Chocolate Coffee 


Cherries 
Ham and Eggs 


Sliced peaches 
with cream 


ried perch Country style 
Muffins Pop overs 
Coffee Coffee 


Blackberries 
Chopped dates in 
Hot oatmeal 
Broiled bacon 


Pineapple 
Tenderloin steak 
with bacon 
Lyonnaise potatoes 





Sunday Night Luncheons 


Rolls Whole wheat bread 
Coffee Coffee 
These meals are splendid for hot 


weather as they may be prepared on 
Saturday or early Sunday morning, en- 
abling the housewife to serve a dainty 
meal without spending all of Sunday 
afternoon in the hot kitchen. 


Bread and butter 
Sandwiches 
Combination salad 
Wafers 


Cocoa 


Cold sliced beef 
Chili sauce 
Prune whip 
Gingerbread 
Tea 


Pigs in blankets 
Hot cream biscuit 


Cold roast chicken 
Lettuce sandwiches 


Buns Celery salad 
Tapioca Preserved figs 
Cream-cake Layer cake 

Tea Cocoa 

Cold pork Cold sliced ham 
Corn bread Nut sandwiches 
Apple sauce Fruit 

Tea Chocolate 


Afternoon Teas 


Date sandwiches 
Candied ginger 
Russian tea 


Surprise cakes 
Candied violets 
Tea 


Toasted crackers 
Glazed nuts 
Tea 


Wafers 
Nuts 
Tea 


Peanut sandwiches 
Fruit 
Tea 


Lettuce sandwiches 
Nuts 
Tea 








WHAT THEY ARE WEARING 


S SOON AS the multitude accept 
A a mode in shoes, the well dressed 
fastidious women reject it and demand 
something entirely different. Heels 
are important this season. They are 
of various types including the slender 
Spanish heel which is a little lower 
than the French heel. 

Oxfords of suede or patent leather 
with steel buckles are the choice of 
those who scck relief from the ubiqui- 
tous strap sandal. Grey, beige and 
black slippers are set off with steel 
buckles while brown suede is com- 
bined with a buckle of bronzed steel. 
Evening slippers are of satin, brocade 
or metal cloth and likely to be 
adorned with a paste buckle, a jew- 
celled rosette or a fancy tongue. The 
color scheme of the gown may be car- 
ried out by outlining the buckle with a 


bit of narrow ruching of ribbon match- 
ing the dress. The baby French heel is 
used for the young girl and the higher 
heel for older women. 

Buckskin, canvas, linen and_ glace 
kid are most appropriate for country 
wear. These are often combined with 
patent leather. The single strap, the 
Colonial tongue or the buckle are the 
only trimmings on these shoes. 


Stockings are important. With beige 
or grey afternoon slippers, the stock- 
ings should match, but with black 
suede or patent leather shoes the gun- 
metal grey, beige, taupe or black stock- 
ings max be worn. With metal slip- 
pers a silk stocking in any of the flesh 
tones or rose may be worn. With black 
satin or velvet slippers one should wear 
black, flesh or almond stockings of the 
sheerest quality. 
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If It’s Funny—Laugh 


Didn’t Have Any 

A kind hearted woman approached 
a peddler who was beating his horse. 

“Stop! stop!” she said to * him, 
“haven’t you any heart at all?” 

“No ma’am,” politely answered the 
peddler, “I’m all out of that today, but 
I’ve plenty of other nice fruits and 
vegetables.” 

Rather Startling 

The following ad in a small town 
paper drew large crowds to a. recent 
sale: 

Tom Jackson, the clothier, 44 
Green Street, has discarded clothes 
of every kind. Call and see him. 

Not Clear 

An Indian approached the informa- 
tion clerk in the railroad station. 

“Want next train to Chicago?” 
the Indian. 

“Goes two-two,” replied the clerk, 
glancing at his watch. 

“You don’t understand,” said the In- 
dian, “I know the train goes too-too, 
but what time does it leave the sta- 
tion?” 

Logic 

He: They are making footwear out 
of every imaginable kind of skin now. 

She: What kind do they make out of 
banana skins? 

He: Slippers. 


Consolation 

Patient: “The other doctors don’t 
agree with you as to the diagnosis 
of my case. Who is right?” 

Doctor: “Oh, well, the autopsy will 
show.” 


Of Course 


said 


First student: Oh, dear, it’s all over | 


the school! 

Second student: What? 

First student: The roof. 
No Change There 

Dollie: “Gee, I’d like to live some 
place where the styles never change. 
The dress I bought last week is out 
of date.” 

Mollie: “Why not try living in the 
penitentiary?” 


But He Don’t Drink It 
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Jones: “Who’s that man over there | 
making all that fuss about his soup ' 


being so hot it burns his mouth?” 
Smith: “Oh—that’s Firefly, the fam- 
ous fire-eater in the circus.” 
Poor Father 
Mary: “I wish you hadn’t borrowed 
that money from my father.” 
Her Fiance: “But, Mary, I had to. 
I wanted to get out of debt.” 


Preserving Hint 


When making jams, jellies, honey 


and pie fillings, pears, apples, lemon 
peel, ete, may be put through the 
food grinder instead of cutting them 
up. The work will be done more 
effectively. Cheese also, is better 
ground than grated. 


IT PAYS TO LOOK YOUR BEST! 


It is not always vanity that causes girls and women to 
want to look their best. Becoming clothes of a good 
quality attract less attention these days than shabby 
ones. Many a physical defect is skillfully obliterated 
by the proper kind of clothes. 


BUT IT TAKES MONEY TO BUY THEM 
You Can Earn That Money in Your Spare Time 


"a 


You can have a fur coat this winter, if you need one, 
you can have a new suit this fall, and those new style 
boots you've been admiring. You can go for a visit 
during the holidays, or get the new furnishings you 
wanted for your house before your holiday guests 
arrive. 


If you would like to do any of these things, write to 


Mary Brown, % Half-Century Magazine 
5202 Wabash Avenue, Chicago 








LET US DO YOUR 
PRINTING 


WE DO THE BEST WORK FOR LOWER PRICES 


For a limited time we are offering the fol- 
lowing prices, delivered by Parcels Post: 


100 Visiting cards .......... $1.00—Extra quality . $1.50 
500 Business cards .......... 2.00—Extra quality. 3.00 
1000 Business cards .......... 3.00—Extra quality. 5.00 
500 Envelopes, good quality. . .$2.00—Extra quality . $3.00 
1000 Envelopes, gooi quality... 3.50—Extra quality. 5.00 
500 Letter Heads, good quality . $2.50—Extra quality . $3.50 
1000 Letter Heads, good quality. 3.50—Extra quality. 5.50 


1000 Noteheads, Statements, Letter Heads.......... $4.00 
1000 Four-page folders, 342 x64%4............... $ 8.50 
1000 Four-page folders, 4 x9 .............2.. 12.00 
1000 Four-page folders, 6 x9 ......cceeeeees 16.00 


Any information gladly furnished on receipt of two-cent stamp. Cash 
must accompany all orders. Orders of $4.00 or more post paid. 


AGENTS WANTED 


JONES & BAKER 


5204 Wabash Avenue Chicago 
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A Monument to Negro Thrift and Industry 


An Evidence of Thrift and Industry in Its Most Practical Form 


It is our plan to erect such a monument; 
a building inside and outside that will stand 
as an everlasting testimonial to Negro En- 
terprise and thrift. 

The building illustrated is the architect's 
drawing. 

This building to be erected on State 
Street, the principal thoroughfare in the city 
of Chicago; convenient to all parts of the 
city, and within easy access to the best and 
fastest transportation facilities. Located 
in the very heart of Colored activities of 
Chicago, and only twelve minutes to Chi- 
cago’s great business center or ““Loop’’—the 
greatest retail district in the world. 

The building will be owned by the Over- 
ton-Hygienic Manufacturing Company, the 
largest manufacturing enterprise in the 
United States, owned and operated ex- 
clusively by Colored People; sole originat- 
ors and producers of the famous line of 


HIGH-BROWN TOILET PREPARA- 


TIONS. Our references: R. G. Dun & Co., 
The Bradstreet Co., or any bank or banker. 
The plans call for the finest building ever 
erected and owned by Colored People, and 
will be of reinforced concrete, and modern 
in every respect—absolutely fireproof. 
The architect’s plans for the building are 
as follows: 
Ist Floor—Stores. 
2nd Floor—Fifty-two properly equipped 
and finely finished offices for 
professional men — Physi- 
cians, Dentists, Lawyers, etc. 
3rd Floor—Large offices and small halls. 
4th Floor—Offices of the Overton-Hy- 
gienic Mfg. Co. 
5th Floor—Operations division of the 
Overton-Hygienic Mfg. Co. 
6th Floor—Production section, ware- 
house and laboratories of the 
Overton Hygienic Mfg. Co. 
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Make Your Savings Yield the Greatest Possible Returns 


The building will occupy the block Seven per cent (7%) yearly on The 
bounded on the West by State Street, on Overton Building First Mortgage Gold 
the North by Overton Court; on the South Bonds. 
by Thirty-sixth Place, with an alley on the These Overton Building Bonds are per- 
East. haps among the last “High Grade” Bond 

This property is owned by the Overton- eee will be placed on the market 

ara : 0+ 
Mogionis ity. Co. If you have watched the financial reports 
recently, you have observed the remarkable 
price advance in Bonds of the better grades. 
The better Bonds are not yielding such high 


rates of interest any longer. 


We have the money with which to finance 
the construction of three stories of this 
building, but we want to erect six stories 
and make it a credit to the race in every 
particular. Accordingly, we have issued 


First Mortgage Gold Bonds to the extent of How You May Buy These Bonds 


$200,000.00. These bonds are sure to sell quickly, as 
ge 2 . they are the first “gilt edged” securities by 
esate conn Se ee Colored People and for Colored People. It 
over $14,000 000 r The peoperty wil be 3 Oi" Oe PP comer a 
without ane Ree debts oc celia ing, the Pingpe ie: the feent seme ab abeaiey 


: , and commerce—not only without risk of 
whatsoever, except this Gold Bond First financial loss; but you are sure to be bene- 
Mortgage. 


fited by a good return on your investment. 
Interest is payable every six months— The rate of interest on all good securities 
January 15th and July 15th. Asthe bonds 7 nae falling. d So if you can buy— 
are dated July 15th, 1922, we will make an ge ik Se of $100.00 and 
allowance for all bonds purchased before ; 

July 15th, 1922, on the following scale: $300.00. ‘You may buy as many bonds ae 


you wish. | 
If purchased on or before It is our firm belief that those who have a 
April 15th, 1922, genuine interest in race development will 


prove it by buying some of these bonds. 
Each $100.00 bond will cost $98.25 Therefore that all may know who the loyal 


May Ist, 1922 ones are, we will publish the names and 


: addresses, occupations or professions in 
Each $100.00 bond will cost 98.50 subsequent issues of the Half-Century Mag- 


May 15th, 1922, azine, of all those who purchase these 


, bonds, unless the purchasers’ name is es- | 
Each $100.00 bond will cost 98.75 pecially requested not to be published. 
June Ist, 1922, 
| 


Each $100.00 bond will cost 99.25 
June 15th, 1922, 

Each $100.00 bond will cost 99.50 
July _Ist, 1922, 

Each $100.00 bond will cost 99.75 
July 15th, 1922, 

Each $100.00 bond will cost PAR 


Nam 
Cash — or easy payment arrangement Address: Street and 

Number or R. F. D. 
ay be made. 


= ici ices cag tian eet haa | 


Mail Us This Coupon 


The Overton-Hygienic Mfg. Co., 
5200-5204 Wabash Avenue, 
Chicago, Illinois. 


I wish to buy. 





of your First Mortgage Gold Bonds. 


(quantity) 
Your price for thees bends ie... ee 
. (See list for values before July 15th) 


I enclose draft (or Money Order) for a total of. 





My address is: 


ere 
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If you live in Chicago. 

If you are planning to visit Chicago. 

If you are planning to invest money in Chi- 
cago property. 

If you have friends in Chicago and want to 
know where they live, you need— 


The Map of Colored Chicago 


(A Large Map, 17 x 22 Inches) — 


Showing the Streets, Street Car Lines, and especially featuring 
the Colored section, giving the location of all the principal 
Colored Churches, Colored Hospitals, Lodges, Colored Clubs, 
Colored Y. M. C. A., Colored Y. W. C. A., and other public 
places of amusement, recreation and interest. 


Price, postpaid, 10 cents; in stamps or coin 


THE PROGRESSIVE BOOK COMPANY 
5200 Wabash Avenue Chicago, Il. 
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e "YOUR CORNS HURT da 
.) WHY NOT GET RID OF THEM © ¥ 


Apply a few dreps of CORN-OUT to that old aahteunt 
corn or callous for two or three nights. The soreness 


stops and in a short time you can lift it off without a 
hint of pain. 


CORN-OUT removes hard corns, soft corns, corns 
between the toes and all callouses 


a THE CORN-OUT REMEDY CO. 


CHICAGO, 
ILL. y’ 


Price, 25c te 
AGENTS ie 
WANTED 
Liberal 
Terms 
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PROTECT YOUR SKIN 
IN SUMMER 
By Evelyn Northington 





PERFECT skin is requisite to 

real beauty. The perfect skin in- 
cidentally is free from blemishes, even 
in color and clear to the point of 
transparency. Bathing is absolutely 
necessary to the beautiful complexion 
for the bath assists in the throwing off 
of waste matter that would otherwise 
clog the pores and cause blackheads 
and pimples. The daily bath is usually 
sufficient and most people find it best to 
take a warm bath at night on retiring 
to remove the dust and grime of the 
day, while others take a tepid plunge 
in the morning and the vigorous scrub- 
bing at night. 


The skin requires constant care to 
keep it perfect. Outdoor _ sports, 
though splendid for keeping one phy- 
sically fit, are very hard on the com- 
plexion. A summer spent bareheaded 
in the hot sun will leave the skin 
rough, discolored, freckled and spotted 
unless constant care is exercised. In 
the first place you should protect your 
skin with a good vanishing cream be- 
fore going out, then give it a coat of 
powder. After exposure to the wind 
and sun, remove the dust and grime 
with a good cream. Water should 
not be used immediately after expos- 
ure as water burns the skin at such 
a time. 


Care should be given to the hands 
and arms also to keep them soft and 
of an even color. Wash them care- 
fully, if necessary, use the brush to 
remove the dust and grime. When 
you have scrubbed them thoroughly 
with warm water and good soap, dry 
carefully and rub in a little cold cream, 
then dust with talcum powder. 


Man works for money. If he saves, 
money will work for him, and open the 
door to comfort, independence and 
fort 
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PIN MONEY HINTS 


By Helene Martin 


Removing Skins from Potatoes 

New potatoes need neither be 
scraped nor peeled. Make a_ small 
sack of rough potato sacking. Wet it 
and put the potatoes in. Give them a 
thoroughly good shaking. Take them 
out and wash them in cold water. The 
skins will be all rubbed off. This 
method is less trouble, better for the 
potatoes, and does not stain the fingers 
as peeling does. Carrots should be 
boiled before peeling. The skins will 
then slip off just as they do when 
beets are boiled. When cleaning apples 
for cooking, put them in boiling water 
a minute or two and they will peel 
much easier and there will be less 
waste. 

—V. Q. I., Minneapolis, Minn. 

Sirups Are Convenient 

Chocolate and fruit sirups, such as 
are kept on hand at soda fountains, 
are excellent additions to your pantry 
shelf. Hot cocoa for breakfast may 
be had by adding a teaspoonful of sirup 
to a hot cup of milk. The cocoa or 
fruit sirup may be poured over ice 
cream for an emergency dessert or 
used in the making of icings for cakes 
and the flavoring of fruit ices and ice 
cream. One cupful of water to one 
cupful of sugar, one-half teaspoonful of 
salt, and a cupful of powdered cocoa, 
make an excellent sirup. 

—T. I. P., Indianapolis, Ind. 

Outdoor Meals 

Every meal you serve out-of-doors 
enables your family to get the benefit 
of the fresh air and sunshine. How- 
ever, the porch supper or the supper 
served in the yard should be arranged 
so that it will not be necessary to 
carry many dishes back and forth. An 
excellent one-dish meal consists of 


boiled asparagus arranged on oblongs | 
of toast; on each side is placed half | 


of a stuffed egg on a triangle of but- 
tered toast, on top of which is a curl 
of bacon, hollandaise sauce poured over 
the whole and decorated with parsley. 
There are many other meals that are 
easy to serve out-of-doors, cost little, 
and will be highly appreciated by the 
family on hot nights. 
—W. T. F., Essex, Conn. 

Painted Furniture 

When my old dining room table and 
chairs became unsightly, I removed 
the varnish with washing powder, sand- 
papered them a little and then painted 
them a dull blue. With a stencil I put 
designs on them and painted the de- 
signs cream and brown to match my 
walls. 
and a little egg shell enamel to com- 
plete the job, but the result was very 
good. I have draperies and rug to 
match, and while the furniture is not 
just the style in vogue now, it is pretty 
and cheerful, and may be washed fre- 
quently without injury. 
. —J. M. W., Hannibal, Mo. 





It required three coats of paint | 























































WHY DON’T YOU GET ACQUAINTED 
WITH YOUR RACE? 


Know the History of the Colored People 


“ENCYCLOPEDIA OF COLORED 
PEOPLE” 


Contains 

A history of the race. 

The present status of the race. 

Statistics of the colored churches showing the number of 
churches, number of church members, value of church prop- 
erty and total membership of each denomination. 

A comparison of the various religions of the world, show- 
ing the difference between Christianity and other religions, 
such as Judaism, Taoism, Mohammedanism, etc. 

A comparison of the various denominations, showing the 


real meaning of Methodism, Catholicism, Presbyterianism, etc. 
Dreams. 


Superstitions. 

Beauty hints. 

Horoscopes. 

The latest census, showing the number of colored people 
in different states and cities of the United States. 

A four-year calendar. 

And much more useful information. 
ee ae ee ee regular price 50c 


For a limited time we will send this book post paid to 
any address for two silver dimes or 20 cents in stamps 


THE SONGS OF OUR ANCESTORS ARE 
WELL WORTH KNOWING 
“SONGS AND SPIRITUALS” 


Contains such well known songs as 


“Going to Shout All Over God's Heaven.” 
**Every Time | Feel the Spirit.” 

“Couldn't Hear Nobody Pray.” 

“Swing Low, Sweet Chariot.” 

**When the World's On Fire.” 

“Calvary.” 

“Study War No More.” 


Every colored person should know and sing these musical 
compositions of our fore-parents, for they are the only true 
American musical compositions; 32 pages and cover, 19 songs. 


Regular price, 35c 
For a limited time we will send this book post paid to any 
address on receipt of 20 cents in stamps or two silver dimes 


“THE LIFE AND WORKS OF PAUL LAURENCE DUNBAR”... .$2.50 
This book should be in your library. Postage, 10 cents extra 


THE PROGRESSIVE BOOK CO. 


5200 Wabash Avenue Chicago, Illinois 
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For Sale by All 
Reliable Dealers 
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A Wealth of Glorious Hair! 





S) go -BROWN HAIR GROWER is the pack- 

hs age wherein this wealth is stored. Secure 
a box today from your druggist or dealer 
and be convinced of the Glorious Wealth 
that awaits you! 

High. Brown Hair Grower is the most remarkable and 
excellent of all preparations for the hair and scalp. It isa 
combination Hair Grower and Hair Straightener, and is 
known to stimulate hair growth in some of the most hope- 
less cases. 

Chemically—perfect; Therapeutically—efficient; Com: 
mercially—superior. In a beautifully lithographed metal 
container. Price 50 cents. 

Our complete treatment consists of High-Brown 
Shampoo Soap, 25c; High-Brown Pressing Oil, 25c; and 
High-Brown Hair Grower, 50c. We will send you this 
combination for $1.00, postage paid, if it cannot be se- 
cured from your druggist. 

If you are troubled with Eczema, Tetter, or intense itch- 
ing, we recommend High-Brown "Tetter Salve, price 40c. 


ee only by 
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AGENTS WANTED 
Write for Terms 
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tent observer could have discerned it at 
all. 
“Well, one thing’s certain, old girl,” 


thought Timothy, “you’re sure no 
killer for looks. I reckon it’s the old 
girl’s way of pulling off the high and 
mighty that’s got my goat. Anyhow,” 
he announced quite spiritedly to him- 
self, “I’ll be blowed if I don’t fry this 
steak and eat every scrap of it—old 
haughty one, you’re not going to spoil 
my eats every single night, not on your 
life.” 

“I wonder,” mused Opal Kent half 
angrily, who all unknowingly lived in 
Timothy’s mind as the plump little 
lady with the apple-dumpling face, 
“who on earth that grinning Jacob of 
a man can be?” 

Opal Kent had never received any 
marked attention from men, so Timo- 
thy’s eager politeness was bewildering 
to her simple soul; and his broad smile, 
which she so contemptuously termed a 
grin, exasperated her to the limit and 
what made it worse, she could not 
reason why—and his intent scrutiny of 
her as she passed—it was maddening. 

“The horrid, horrid thing!” she ex- 
claimed aloud, then in an undertone 
which sounded cooingly soft as it 
wafted away on the breeze: 

“But he isn’t bad-looking a bit, not 
a bit.” 

Opal Kent was one of the jolliest, 
dearest little women in the world, 
good-hearted to a fault and responsive 
as a kitten to kindness and gentle 
treatment; but at present, she was all 
out of sorts. She was lonely and 
homesick—homesick as. only a home- 
less woman can be and she was dis- 
heartened. Here she was already past 
the thirty mile sign in years, and as 
Timothy himself had concluded, “In no 
way a killer for looks.” All in the 
world she could do was cook and keep 
house. Of course, there was her cro- 
cheting and tatting and knitting, but 
no valuation could be put upon that, 
thought Opal for where in the world 
could you find a homely old spinster 
fond of her hearth-fire who couldn’t? 


Poor lonely Opal; like all disheart- 
ened people she belittled her attain- 
ments, for her cooking was sheerest 
wichery and she belonged to those rare 
women who could, given the stimula- 
tion of having near her, those she 
loved, could convert a bare spot in a 
desert into a home. 


To be sure, of this last attribute, 
none save old Joseph Kent could tes- 
tify and since he had died a year ago, 
his testimony was hopelessly out of the 
question. 

Opal had always kept house for her 
father. As far back as she could re- 
member she had been the littlke woman 
of his household. A distant relative 
had helped old Joseph raise her to 


THE LITTLE GREY HOUSE 


‘>. “aued from page 4) 


an early age of independence and since 
then, she had been the little mistress of 
their home. 

“Old Joe Kent” had been a grim, 
forbidding old man, who repulsed 
rather than encouraged any friendships 
for himself and daughter. They had 
lived a bleak and lonely life, relieved 
only by the love they bore each other. 

Old Kent had uncanny success with 
his pigs and chickens and by supply- 
ing his neighbors’ tables with these 
commodities, earned a livelihood. He 
looked forward a bit for Opal’s sake 
and insured himself quite heavily and 
the payment of those premiums had 
eaten the heart out of his meagre in- 
come. 

Opal had stinted and economized for 
every dress and every hat or ribbon she 
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TO OUR MAIDENS 


By Marion S. Lakey 


’Tis pleasure but to be near you, 

To be given the trust of your eyes, 
And music:’tis ever to hear you, 

And rapture of you to surmise. 


’Tis a privilege grand but to serve you, 
An honor your favor to bear, 

’Tis the light of my life to preserve you 
From every danger and care. 


’Tis my pride to know that your skin is 
The same swarthy color as mine, 
My fancy each day you begin is 
With fervor from something divine. 


So maids guide us onward and true, 
We are ever at hand when you need 
us 
We are trustingly looking to you 
And upward or downward you'll lead 


us. 
a 
ONGUDGONOSDLONDONERODOUDNOSUAONEELAUONANLDOUEAONDOOUGOGENODADONDREEHANauCHeOOCenoOUUOoOCUONNOLOLOETOOL 


had ever possessed. So plus her cook- 
ing and house-keeping was an almost 
instinctive frugality that saved seem- 
ingly valueless things and cunningly 
contrived them into articles of value. 
She made cunning baby shoes from a 
man’s old, cast-off hat. She saved the 
vinegar off the pickles to mix her salad 
dressings, saved turkey feathers and 
made her own feather dusters, could 
take a nearly clean-picked chicken -car- 
cass, a grain or two of rice, a cabbage 
leaf, a celery stalk and turn out soup 
with a savory odor that lingered in 
your nostrils for a fortnight and a 
pleasing taste that tickled your palate 
whenever you recalled it. 

Almost simultaneously, with the sad 
occurrence of her father’s death and 
the coming of the insurance money, 
old Judge Crowley prepared to move 
West for his wife’s health. And Opal 


was prevailed upon to accompany them 
as cook. 

“Why not?” reasoned Opal, for who 
in her little home town cared if she 
went or remained? It was enough to 
make one sour to think about it, for 
no one ever suspected how much Opal 
Kent longed for friendship and there 
was none among all her life-long ac- 
quaintances who could be called friend. 

If someone had suggested to Opal 
that it was her father’s fault, she would 
have been appalled. She would have 
repudiated it with every ounce of 
strength of her being. Her father, 
her dear, old, kind, indulgent dad! how 
she missed him! She could see him 
just as he used to be and it was sweet 
to remember how the lines of care 
faded from his face as he sat and 
watched her bustle about preparing the 
supper. His favorite place was beside 
the kitchen door, which faced west- 
ward. He always sat full in the golden 
shaft of sunlight. “It warms like noth- 
ing else on earth,” had been his phrase. 
And Opal had come to time the even- 
ing meal with the fading of the sun- 
light from the door. Such had been 
their life together, replete with the 
nameless love tokens each had per- 
formed for the other, with no word of 
explanation to add to or distract their 
pleasure. “You are like your Ma, 
girl,” had been his one form of en- 
dearment, and she perceived that those 
six words summed up the strength of a 
love that had lasted unto death and 
beyond the grave and lived again in all 
of its wondrous beauty for herself. 

The Crowleys had settled in Hills- 
vale six months ago and Opal Kent 
suddenly decided to invest her insur- 
ance money in a home.  Hillsvale 
would be-as good a place as any in 
which to spend her life, since she had 
no friends or any tie to bind her else- 
where. And forthwith, she had bought 
the lots and had the little grey house 
built. 

She would rent it at first, of course, 
and work on, saving every cent of her 
money until she had enough to allow 
her to become mistress of the little 
grey house in earnest. 

Then she would raise chickens. Just 
supposing, if she had fifty hens and got 
fifty eggs a day, as the ads in the farm 
papers guaranteed was the simplest 
thing to do and she would 
keep bees, the Government bulletins ex- 
tolled their virtue to the highest .. . 
a pleasant and profitable industry . 
atid she would have a few bunnies, an- 
other profitable and little known money- 
maker, she wouldn’t go into that so 
deeply, but a few would add variety to 
her meat supply, providing she could 
kill and eat them after fondling them, 
as she knew she would do. They were 

(Continued on page 19) 
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j| COLDS, PNEUMONIA 
NEURALGIA, 


SORE THROAT 
Do You Dread Them? 


YOU SHOULD KEEP MUSTA- 
BALM ON HAND FOR THE 
EMERGENCY 
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SeeThroat, Catarrh, Hay Fevet. 


vup, Headache, Neuralgia. a a 
» Asthma, Bronchitis, ang 


The Musta-Balm Co., Chicago, US 





According to a prominent physician 
YS out of every 100 men, women and 
children will need Musta-Balm for one 
or more of the above ills. Cold, damp, 
chilling winds; you have a sore throat, 
cold in the head and chest; pneumonia 
is threatening; you must have Musia- 
Balm in the house ready. Write us at 
-nce and let us send you a 25c trial 
ize. (Send stamps.) Write for our 
terms. 


THE MUSTA-BALM CO. 


CHICAGO, U.S. A. 
Agents Are Making Big Money. 
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Why Don’t You Buy the Best Comb! 


Central Brass Straightening and 
Drying Combs are the best on the 
market. They are of solid brass. 
The teeth are hand polished. 
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Iextra heavy brass comb, just 
the thing for hairdressers. ..$3.00 
With wire handle........c..e. 3.10 
Other combs from 75c to $3.50. 
Extra heavy pullers, polished 
brass wooden handle........ $1.20 
Mail orders filled on receipt of 
price. Send money order or cash by 
registered letter. 
Agents Wanted—Write for Terms, 
THE CENTRAL COMB COMPANY 
Chicago, Illinois 
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THE HALF-CENTURY MAGAZINE 


WITHIN THE CHURCH 


PART TWO 
By Rev. Thomas E. Roach 


be the best form of reverence for 
God or the Holy 
ject to evolution. Numbers of church 
goers think that the Christian Bible, 
the authorized version, is the only Bible 
in the world. They are grossly mis- 
taken. Much surprise will be expressed 
when they learn that there are more 
bibles in other lands, and what is more 
surprising, most of the believers in the 
other bibles do not know anything 
about the Christian Bible. Some of the 
bibles sacred to the followers of other 
religions are the Koran of the Moham- 
medans; the Five Books of Confucius, 
the Big Bible of the Chinese, the Vedas 
of the Aryans in Northern India, the 
Zendavesta of the Persians, and the 
Hebrew Bible of the Jews. 

Some of the cherished beliefs of the 
Christian Church have not responded 
to the tests of time and are being ig- 
nored by the thinking people. Beliefs, 
like a searchlight in the dark invite in- 
vestigation and tests. 

The fearful belief in the existence of 
an everlasting hell of fire and brimstone 
has been greatly modified. A few years 
ago thousands of people believed that 
the Heavenly Father had created a lake 
of fire and supported its flames by an 
unlimited supply of fuel, that those who 
died outside of the consecrated walls of 
the church would be imprisoned in the 
fiery furnace, endowed with an unend- 
ing life, and like Dives in the Bible 
story, would cry and beg for water so 
loudly that Abraham and the saints in 
heaven would hear, but have no pity 
or compassion for the poor unfortun- 
ates, and that God on his revolving 
throne would laugh at their anguish 
and pain. This is a worn out fallacy. 
Very few people today hold this view 
of punishment for sinners. The ma- 
jority look upon it as an amusing joke. 
In the past it was used as a method of 
checking persons inclined toward crime 
and vice. Some persons bent on com- 
mitting crimes could be frightened into 


naa Christian religion, admitted to 


Trinity is sub- 





sober thought, but the hell-fire method 
is no longer effective. 


Our conception of God is that of a 
perfect standard of parental affection. 
It is inconceivable that he should be 
charged with unheard of cruelties. An 
affectionate parent may employ some 
form of punishment for the erring child 
for his own good, but what parent 
would build a dry lake, start a big fire, 
reserve unlimited fuel with which to 
keep it burning fiercely, endow his child 
with a body capable of feeling pain, 


then torture him throughout endless 
ages? What an unnatural parent who 
could enjoy listening to the endless 


groans of his suffering child! 


If weak, erring, human parents have 
too much mercy to commit such crimes, 
how inconsistent to say God is merci- 
ful, just and full of loving kindness and 
forgiveness, yet enjoys torturing his 
children as much as the lowest type of 
savage enjoys torturing an enemy. 

The conception of hell fire as a pun- 
ishment for so-called sinners was en- 
larged from the practice of the an- 
cients. The deeply religious believed 
that human sacrifice satisfied an angry 
God. They accordingly built a large 
hollowed-out image, a sun god, and kept 
the fires up through the entire calendar 
year. When diseases became persistent 
and cyclones destroyed life and prop- 
erty, innocent babies were committed 
to the flames with the belief that the 
diseases would be checked and the 
storms cease. 


Modern science has shown with every 
proof that for every effect there is a 
cause and that cyclones are the work- 
ings of natural laws. We observe the 
laws of retribution written in nature 
itself, but the punishment is of short 
duration, not eternal. Call it hell if you 
will. Any one, regardless of rank or 
station, who breaks a law of nature suf- 
fers a temporary punishment. All 
human laws, subject to amendment and 
repeal, are built upon nature’s principle. 


SING ME TO SLEEP 


By Flossie B. McClain 


Mother, I’m 
sad; 
Croon to me softly and help make me 
glad, 
with thy crooning 
eyes that weep, 
O, sing me 


weary, heart broken and 


Close these tired 


to sleep. 


Then when I’m soothed and in slumber 
I fall, 


Open my window that night birds’ 
sweet call, 
Telling of winds and of woods so 


refreshed, 


May help me rest. 


Cover me with 
hands, 
Thou whose soft touch is worth more 
than all lands; 
Leave on my lips an imprint of thy 
love, 
Where e’er I 


gently thy tender 


move. 

There it will rest ’neath the stars’ 
twinkling gaze, 

Lie undisturbed touched by moon’s 


stealthy rays, 
if I never wake mother, ’twill 
keep 

As long as I sleep. 


And 
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BREAKFAST PARTIES 





REAKFAST parties are popular 

in this country and are not so ex- 
pensive and elaborate as dinner parties. 
Any time before one o'clock in the af- 
ternoon is appropriate for this form of 
entertainment. 

A breakfast usually begins with fruit 
and includes a course of eggs served in 
sore form. Any fruit in season is good, 
cereal and cream, broiled chicken, bacon 
crisps, omelette, toast or muffins and 
jam of some kind would be appropriate. 
Cocoa, tea or coffee may be served with 
such a menu. Breakfast plates should 
be used, and in cold weather they should 
be heated for the hot course. 

The hostess may wear either a street 
dress or a pretty morning dress. The 
wo'nen guests should wear a simple 
street costume, or if they are about to 
take part in some sport, they may ap- 
pear in sports clothes. They do not re- 
rove their hats. 

Guests should arrive at the hour 
named or within five minutes afterward. 
It is not correct to wait more than fif- 
teen minutes for a late comer. Longer 
delay would not only interfere with the 
arrangements of some of the other 
guests, but would also spoil the food. 

The hostess always leads the way to 


the dining room, and takes with her the 
oldest lady or the guest of honor. The 
others follow, without any special order, 
except that the married women precede 
the young girls. The men come last. 
The husband, relative or a familiar 
friend of the hostess takes the foot of 
the table and the guest of honor sits on 
the right of the hostess. If there are 
two honored guests, they sit on the right 
and left of the hostess. Unless the 
affair is very formal, however, the 
hostess should pay more attention to 
seating her guests beside congenial 
neighbors than to arranging them with 
strict regard to precedence. 

In the city it is customary for the 
guests to depart within ten minutes of 
the conclusion of the meal. In the 
country they may remain longer if they 
wish and the hostess has no other en- 
gagement. The guest of honor should 
be the first to leave. 

Buffet service is appropriate where 
there are too many to be seated about 
the table. In this case, the bill of fare 
should consist of articles that do not re- 
quire cutting up, since it is difficult to 
manage this with the plate in the lap. 
The food is served from the sideboard, 
the men present serving the ladies. 








THE LITTLE GREY HOUSE 


(Continued from page 17) 


such cunning creatures with their pink 
noses forever wiggling and their bright 
eyes constantly watchful. She would 
have a nice old tabby cat and a collie 
pup and maybe after she was known in 
Hillsvale, little children would come to 
see her and her pets. She would keep 
a well-filled cookie jar, and of course 
there would be honey, and perhaps, oh 
perhaps, she would be ever and ever so 
happy as mistress of the little grey 
house, even though she was alone and 
friendless and had nothing, nothing with 
which to challenge the coming lonely 
years. She was unable to suppress the 
shudder which came when she thought 
of that. 

Taken from all angles, it is quite true 
that folks are the masters of their own 
destiny: only one must admit that 
catching hold of your own patricular bit 
of destiny is nearly as futile a perform- 
ence as a kitten swirling around trying 
to catch his tail. At least it appeared 
so to Opal all bolstered up with expec- 
tations over the little grey house. 

The big “FOR RENT” sign which 
was tacked upon the little grey house as 
soon as it was finished failed to attract 
any notice whatever. It seemed that all 
the house hunters and all the disgruntled 
renters for once in their lives were hap- 
pily settled and satisfied. Nobody rented 
Opal Kent’s little place, by no means as 
soon as she expected and certainly not 


as soon as she had need for it to be. 

The Crowleys, without any hint of 
their intentions, decided to move else- 
where. Opal, finding herself indefinitely 
linked to Hillsvale because of the little 
grey house, could not be induced to 
move with them. 

Opal found another place and though 
it saved her from becoming stranded in 
a strange town, she did not like it. Not 
having learned how, she did not make 
friends readily and her work was con- 
fining, so she became acquainted with 
no one. 

She was timid and self-conscious and 
oppressed by an overgrowing dread of 
loneliness, and like most homeless 
women, she was afraid, just afraid of 
everything. “Suppose,” ran her 
thoughts, “I should lose my health, what 
then? Supnose I do not save enough 
before I am old. P 

She grew more and more reticent and 
her plump, round face grew overcast 
with dread and her cyes grew sharp. 
She watched people, watched the ex- 
pression of their faces and construed 
them to portend queer things concern- 
ing herself, when for the most part her 
dumpty little figure passed among the 
crowds unnoticed. She wondered over 


Timothy’s good-natured smile. “Why 
does he laugh at me so? Oh, dear, 1 
must be funny, and, oh . . . oh, 
queer.” (Continued in next issue) 


CLASSIFIED ADS 


RATES FOR CLASSIFIED ADS—10c 
per agate linc 
than 30 c. 


HELP WANTED—MALE 
SALESMEN—HIGH-CLASS PROPO- 


sition; big money to men who will put 
forth the effort; experience unnecessary. 
For particulars write AK-21, Half-Cen- 
tury Magazine. 





No ad accepted for less 





SALESMEN—TO SELL TOILET 
Soap; can make $150 to $200 a month. 


Address BK-29, Half-Century Magazine. 


SALESMEN — TO SELL HIGH 

grade toilet articles direct to the trade; 
sell on sight; can make $12 to $15 a day. 
Address F. Hill, 4816 St. Lawrence Ave- 
nue, Chicago. 





SALESMEN—IN ALL PARTS OF 
the country to sell cigars. First class 
salesmen can earn good incomes. Call or 


write the C. A. Cigar Co., 5204 Wabash 
Ave. 


STUDENTS—CAN MAKE MONEY IN 

their spare time. Experience unneces- 
sary. Address F. V., Half-Century Maga- 
zine. 








HELP WANTED—FEMALE 


GIRLS—EXPERIENCED, FOR LIGHT 
factory work; best working conditions, 

good salary; half-day Saturday. Ad- 

dress CK-28, Half-Century Magazine. 


SALESWOMEN — EXPERIENCED 

and inexperienced; house to house 
proposition; big returns; chance to make 
your holiday money. Address EK-28, 
Half-Century Magazine. 


STENOGRAPHER — FIRST-CLASS, 
between 18 and 30, one with knowledge 
of bookkeeping preferred. State salary 
expected and previous experience. Write 
DK-27, The Half-Century Magazine. 


WOMEN AND GIRLS—YOU CAN 

make $20 a week if you will devote 
four hours a day to our proposition. 
Pleasant work, experience valuable but 
not absolutely necessary. H-28, The Half- 
Century Magazine. 





REAL ESTATE 





FOR SALE—FOUR-FLAT BUILD- 
ing, brick, strictly modern; good trans- 
portation; electric lights, steam heat, 
hardwood floors. In first-class condition. 
Price $19,500; $5,000 cash, balance like 
rent. Address M. C.-26, The Half-Cen- 
tury. 





MISCELLANEOUS 





FORD CAR—IN GOOD CONDI- 
tion; 5 pass.; late model. Bargain. <Ad- 
dress E. L.-31, The Half-Century. 





ROYAL TYPEWRITER — FIRST- 

CLASS condition; No. 10 model, $45: 
bargain. Robins, 4454 Calumet Ave. 
Chicago. 
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it | WONDER OF THE AGE 


Your Hair Wil/ 
Be Leng, Soft 
and Beautiful If 
You Use 
Mme. 

C. J. Hart’s 
Grower 





H . 
air 
Restores strength 


and vitality to 
hair. 


Gives quick results 
and perfect 
sat isfaction. 


Can be used with 
or without irons. 


Price 60c 





Agents Wanted— Write 


MME. C. J. HART 
5209 STATE STREET CHICAGO, ILL. 
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ADD TO YOUR BEAUTY | 


Bobbed Hair is Gaining in Popularity 





A-42 


The “Bob” is the Latest. 


The “Bob” gives the appearance of wearing the hair bobbed, 
but makes cutting unnecessary. Made of our finest quality 
ringlet hair, attached to a black velvet ribbon. 


Price, $4.90 
We also make a full line of stemless switches, transformations, sport 
pin curls, finger puffs and cluster puffs at popular prices. We use only 
the finest French ringlet and creole hair. Send a generous sample of 
your hair and we will match it perfectly. 


The Winona Hair Emporium 
6341 Champlain Avenue, Chicago, Il. 
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THE HALF-CENTURY MAGAZINE 


WERE YOU EVER 


EMBARRASSED? 





(The Half-Century will pay $1 for every letter 
published on “When I Was Most Embarassed.” 
No manuscripts will be returned. Write in ink 
on one side of the paper.] 


Admired My Selection 


I had been too busy to purchase a 
present for my friend’s wedding, so my 
sister offered to make the purchase for 
me. She ordered the present, attached 
my card and had the gift sent to the 
bride for me. Later, when the bride’s 
mother was showing me the many gifts 
her daughter had received, I realized 
that some comment was expected of 
me. Selecting a fime linen dresser cov- 
er, I lifted one corner as if examining 
the quality and said, “Isn’t this a beau- 
tiful piece of work?” Imagine my em- 
barrassment when I saw my own name 
attached to the article I had praised. 

—E. L. F. 


Almost Got Hubby in Bad 

I had been out several times with a 
certain young man, but had not seen 
him for about three weeks before my 
birthday. I had boasted to the girls 
that this young man was very attentive 
to me. Naturally I felt that I must 
have something to show them as a 
birthday gift. I purchased a handsome 
mink scarf. When I met one of my 
girl friends I hadn’t seen for a long 
time I told her it was my birthday gift 
from Arthur Jones. 

“Really?” she asked. Thinking I had 
impressed her with my importance I 
added, “Yes, he gave it to me last night 
and we are going to select a diamond 
this week.” Imagine my embarrass- 
ment when she said, “How funny, Ar- 
thur hasn’t been out of the house a 
single night in the whole two weeks 


we've been married.” 
—A. B. 


Slang Betrayed Her 


My mother had cautioned me against 
the use of slang, but in spite of her 
warning that some day I would re- 
gret it, I made no effort to break my- 
self of the habit of using every bit of 
new slang I heard. Not long ago I 
went to visit some wealthy friends in 
another city. I naturally wished to 
make a favorable impression as my 
hostess has a bachelor son who is con- 
sidered a matrimonial prize. I brushed 
up my English and acquired as many 
haughty airs as possible before I made 
the trip. I was succeeding famously 
when my hostess called me in the din- 
ing room to see the new silver tray 
she had received as a birthday gift. 
“Isn’t it pretty?” she asked. “It’s the 
snake’s hips!” I replied enthusiastically. 
The queer look on her face; as well as 
the ‘expression on the faces of the 
others present made me realize that 
I had fallen from the pedestal of cul- 
ture on which I had been posing. 
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THE PEOPLE’S FORUM 


The Half-Century Magazine will be pleased to publish the expressions of the 


readers on current topics that are of interest to the race. 
given, writers are requested to confine their articles to 200 or 300 words. 


As but limited space can be 
Letters for 


this column must be signed with the name and address of the writer, as an evidence 


of good faith. However, publication of name wall be omitted if re 


sted. 


As this is an expression of our readers promiscuously, the Half-Century does not 
assume any of the responsibility for the ideas set forth. 








Admires Girls of Today 

‘ Goldsboro, N. C., June 6, 1922. 

I am proud of the girl of today— 
giad that she is not like the girl of 
yesterday. Of course there were good 
and bad girls then just as there are 
now, but when I think how strict my 
parents were with me I am forced 
to say that I am glad the girl of today 
is not living under the same restric- 
tion the girls of my class were forced 
to live. I was not allowed to voice 
an opinion that differed from my moth- 
er’s. I was not allowed to talk of 
boys, dancing, or cards in her pres- 
ence. I could not attend a social func- 
tion unless given in my own home or 
the home of some of my relatives and 
never enjoyed a picnic until I was 
married. I could mention a hundred 
other restrictions that marred my hap- 
piness. 

The girl of today thinks and acts to 
please herself and does far better in 
life than the one that was raised in 
a band box. It is a sad thing for a 
girl to grow up with no knowledge of 
men and the ways of the world. 

I am married to one of the best men 
in the world, and the mother of two 
girls and two boys. I am giving them 
Christian training and pleasures with 
it; they think for themselves and are 
not afraid to express their opinions. 
They will be neither wall flowers nor 
cowards. 

I repeat, I am proud of the girl of 
today. —Mrs. M. 
Likes the Book Reviews 

Indianapolis, -Ind., June 15, 1922. 

I want to express my appreciation 
of the book reviews. They are very 
helpful indeed. I used to feel embar- 
rassed when my friends discussed new 
books in my presence, for somehow I 
had never read them and as the white 


papers seldom mention books by Col- 
ored authors, or books concerning Col- 
ored people, I did not know what to 
read. Now, thanks to your column, I 
keep up with the literature by and 
about the race. I find it surprisingly 
interesting and helpful. I hope you 
will continue the column. 
—Mary M. Morley. 
Passing Up Some Opportunities 
Chicago, Ill., June 5th, 1922. 
Recently I had occasion to visit one 
of the cemeteries near Chicago owned 
by Colored people. Just inside the 
gate there were long tables, loaded 
with flowers of all kinds. These’ were 
being sold by white people at a high 
price, to the Colored patrons of the 
burying ground. People visiting the 
Cemetery on Sunday buy a great many 
flowers and they keep these white 
people’s pockets heavy with profits. 
Some of these Colored people who 
are constantly crying that they have 
no chance to get ahead, ought to take 
advantage of some of those epportuni- 
ties they are passing by. Colored peo- 
ple could have sold more flowers than 
those white people did because a great 
many persons refused to buy from the 
white people, saying they thought it 
awful that the cemetery permitted 
whites to have these concessions. 


—Fred Hopkins. 
Declines the Offer 


Chicago, Ill, June 21st, 1922. 

Not long ago an enterprising Amer- 
ican offered to bring fifteen million 
Colored people from the United States 
to Mexico. The Mexican Minister of 
Agriculture declined the offer on ac- 
count of the ethnic problem involved. 
It is not so easy to clear the country 
of dark faces as some folks thought 
it would be. 


—George M. Wilson. 








Good Taste in Perfumes 


Strong perfumes are vulgar and often 
offensive to those near you. Delicate 
odors, either flower odors or the elusive 
combination scents to be found on the 
market are best. The most discrim- 
inating use one odor only—that is, one 
odor in toilet water, sachet, perfume 


and talc. Everything should be scented 
—the gloves, the hair, clothing, lingerie 
and handkerchiefs by means of sachet 
pads placed in the trunks, drawers and 
clothes closets. Indeed the garments 
of most women of refinement can be 





identified by their perfume. 





Money Bleaches 
(Continued from page 3) 


bank. By so doing, they would 
have better health, better living 
conditions, have more time to de- 
vote to books and culture, a fat 


bank roll and because of the latter, 
the respect of other races and priv- 
ileges as citizens that we crave. 





Cleanliness 
and Good Cheer 
Follow the Use of 


Universal 
Metal Polish 


Does Not Scratch 
Gives a Brilliant Polish 


There is no better 
Metal Polish made 
for 


Fine Cooking Utensils 
Silver 
Aluminum 
Gas Stove Trimmings 
Bath Room Fixtures 


Insist on the Best 


Two sizes—35 cents 


and 60 cents postpaid 


UNIVERSAL 


POLISH COMPANY 
5344 Wabash Avenue 
CHICAGO 


Sent to any address on 
receipt of price 
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ADVANCE BLOOD PURIFIER 


Impure Blood causes many dif- 
ferent human afflictions. Rheuma- 
tism, Gout, Scrofula, Pimples, 
Malaria, and General Debility are 


a few of the number. 


ADVANCE BLOOD PURI- 
FIER is a highly meritorious rem- 
edy and will relieve many of the 
diseases caused by the presence of 
impurities in the blood. 

It is a tonic and helps to re- 
store lost vigor, building up the 
system so that nature can throw 
off and overcome these much- 


dreaded troubles of the body. 


If you are partly sick and 
chronically troubled with lassitude 
or tired feeling and your sleep is 
not restful, we strongly recom- 
mend ADVANCE BLOOD PURI- 
FIER. 
Price $1.00—10c for Postage 


ADVANCE BLOOD PURIFIER contains no injurious drugs, chemicals 
or narcotics, but is made from the purest ingredients that are known by 


doctors to have highly remedial properties as a blood purifier and blood 
tonic. 


Advance Kidney and Backache Pills 


Cc These pills are prepared to relieve and correct 
=_ Sg faulty kidney action. Many of the ailments of 
Mra) ¥/ Eee the human body can be traced to faulty kid- 
See ney action; particularly constipation, bilious- 
PRESCRIPTION jness, headaches, torpid liver and often rheu- 


. 2. ‘matism; also inflammation of the kidneys, 
ho a 198 backache, lumbago, scanty and scalding urine, 


") BACKACHE weak bladder. 


iments Arising from Dei If your bowel action is not free and regular, 


. : : : 
BLA? Ed it almost invariably means that the kidneys and 


nase ConSe liver are not functioning properly. Then, be- 

igo ta thes stl fore it.is too late, buy a box of ADVANCE 
(sguamegs oe KIDNEY AND BACKACHE PILLS. They 
can be depended upon to act quickly but 

gently, and will leave no weakening after effects 

—one or two before going to bed and in the 

morning you will feel like a different person. 

These pills will be found very valuable as a family remedy, and 


many families keep a box always on hand; they are like the 
“stitch in time.” 


WeYS AND 


Sent to any address on receipt of price. 
Price 50c 
Add 10 cents postage 


AGENTS WANTED 
Prepared by 
Advance Medical Laboratories 
CHICAGO, ILL. 
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THE HALF-CENTURY MAGAZINE 


HAVE YOU A GOOD 
MEMORY? 


How far can thunder be heard? 
Of what use is an earthworm? 
Why is rice valuable as food? 
Where is the Pacific ocean deep- 
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Lt BONS 


5. What animal dredges the rivers 
in Africa by tearing up and eating the 
plants and weeds growing there? 

6. What was the qualification for 
voting in the early Massachusetts col- 
ony? 

7. What state excludes atheists 


| from voting? 


8 When does a gallon of vinegar 
weigh more, in summer or in winter? 

9. What is the common name for 
caoutchouc? 

10. Why does the polar bear have 
white fur? 

Answer to Last Set of Questions 

1. What man, afterwards a famous 
general, shot a wolf in her den by the 
light of her eyes? 

General Israel Putnam. 

2. Is the Sahara desert above or 
below sea level? 

Below sea level. 

3. If a note falls due on Sunday or 
a holiday, when may it be paid? 

The next day. 

4. When does the sale for unpaid 
taxes begin? 

Early in August. 

5. What branch of the army service 
wears crossed sabers on the collar? 

The cavalry. 

6. At what hour does your shadow 
point north? 

At midday. 

7. From what does the spider spin 
his web? 

Silk from his own body. 

8. What western candidate was run- 
ning for president when the terms 
“Goldbug” and “Silverite” came into 
use? 


Bryan. 
9. When was the importation of 


slaves forbidden in the United States? 
1807. 


10. In what product did the wealth 
of Virginia lie in the early days? 

NODS cicteeo 

What Do They Read? 
(Continued from page 3) 
and they carry their jewel-studded 
golden flasks of moonshine with 
them wherever they go. 

Young girls are impressionable. 
If they admire a certain trait in 
their favorite heroine, they will 
imitate it. Usually this cigarette- 
smoking, moonshine-drinking hero- 
ine is pictured as remarkably clev- 
er, pretty or popular and all young 
girls secretly or openly court popu- 
larity. So they imitate the hero- 
ine’s vices. 

Young people must read, but it 
is well to see that they are supplied 
with good books and with maga- 
zines that will not taint the mind. 








